




That neucrflept a quiet houfc with thee, 

No^v fils thy flecpe with perturbations. 

To morrow in the battailc thinke on 
And ftll thy^dgelelTe fword difpaire and die, 

1 Thouquictfoule.flecpcthouaquietflecne 
Dreame of fucceffe and happieviaorie, ^ 

Thy aduerfaries wife dotji pray for thee. 

'TU cn. 

The firft was I that he!ptrfi,ce fo the Crowne, 

A he lalt was I that felt thy tyrannic, 

O in the battaile thinkc on Bucki no^haro, 

Anddiein terror ofthyguiltinener 
I)rcamcon,dreame on,ofbioodicdeeds and death, 
Acting difpairejdjfpairingycclcl thy breath. 

To^c^. I died for hope ere I could lend thee aid, 
out cheare thy heart, and be thou not difmaid, 

God and good angels fight bn Richmonds fide, 

And Richard fals in height of all his pride. 

^<^hardfiartethvp out of adreame, 

K.Ri. Giuc me another horfc.bind vp my wounds, 

Hauemercic lefu : foit,I didbut drcamc. 

O Coward confciencc,how doeft thou affli^V me i 
The lights burne blcw,it is not cicad midnight. 

Cold fcarcfull drops ftand on my trembling fldh. 

What do I fcarc my felf c i them none clfe^ by, 

Richard loucs Richard, that is, I am I, 

Is there a rourthercr hcref no. Y esl am. 

Then flic, what from my felfef great reafon why ^ 

Lead I rcuengc. What my felfe vpen my felfef 
Alacke I loue my ielfc,wlicrefbrc^ for any good 
Tlut 1 my felfe haue done vnto my felfef 

0 no, alas I rather hate my felfe, 

For hatefull deeds committed by my felfe ; 

1 am a villaine,yet I lie, I am not. 

Foolc of thy felfe fpeake w ell,foole do not flatter, 

My coofeicnce hath a thoufand fcuerall tongues. 

And euerie tongue brings in a feuerall tale, 

^d euery talc condcnitM me for a viliame ; 

Feriurif 



* ofiRiblip^thddiird. 

l>eriUti^pcfmriejifl the higheft degree, 

Murther, ftcriie murther,in the dy reft degree,’’ 

All fcUerall finncsjall vfHc in each degree, 

Throng to the batre,ctyiog ajl,guiltie,guiltie. 

I (hall difpaire, there istto creature loUes the, 

Atid if I die,tto foulc will pittic me : 

And wherefore fhould thcy,fince thatl tiiy felfe, 

Ftiide in my felfe, no pittic to my felfe, 

Me thought the foules of all that liiiurtherd, , 

Came to my T ent,and cucry one did threat, 

T 0 morrows vengeance on the head of Richard. 

RdtcVfft, 

MyLord. 

Kh Zoundesywho is there ! 
if4f. Ratcliffe,tny Lordjtis I,the early village Cocke. 
Hath tvvife done falutation to the ttiorne, 

Your friends arc Vp,atid buckle on their armoti 
k.iH£, .O Ratclifle,! hauedreamda^fearfull dreame, 
What thinkft thou, will'otir friends proue all tint I 
No doubt my Lord. . 

ORatcliffcilfcare,! feare. 

Nay good my Lord, be not afraid of fhadowes. 
Kiu^. Bythe Apoftfe-Pauljfhadowestbtiigbt, 

HaUe ftrookc more terror to the foule ofRichard, 

Then can thefubftance of tcn thotifand fouldiers, 
Armed in proofe, and Icd by ihallow-Riehtflohd, 

Tis hot yet neare day,come, go witli me, 

Vrtder our Tents He play.the twfe dropper, 

T 0 fee if any meane to ftirinkefrottrme* > i 

■ V JB^er th LordtiiRichmondfr.^^^- 

Lor. Good rnt^row Richmond, j - ; 

Crie merde Lords, and w'atchfiill Genfletnen, 
Thatyouhauetaneatardiefk^gard'hercpin; -Ui;. r 

Lor, HowRaueyonflept tnvTdrd.! »i- r/s> - 
Thcfwcetcft fleipei|andfmreftbddingdre^ 
That eucr entredsin adreitliriebi^i; ’ 

time 1 fince yoiir departure had my Lordsi 
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